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Neighborhood 
Kevin Howe 
A quiet space of copse and field 
Sat gracefully exposed 
Until the old man who turned it after his father had 
Yielded to time and signed his name. 
And soon hulking machines 
With diesel scent and grass eating tread 
Came stalking and digging 
And roared at the trees and evened the slopes 
To make room for more men and machines 
Who made perfect circles of concrete and pipe 
And swarmed over piles of wood and tar and glass 
Punching them into order with air hammers and metal tooth saws 
Until they walked away from large houses that guarded the lanes 
And shouted out to all who drove by 
"Look here! Look here! Leave me alone./I 
And then more men came with trucks of small trees 
And planted them with machines, spaced just so 
Because they could not rely on the whims of nature 
When the porch needs shade at three o'clock 
Now it is finished 
And it makes me smile 
To see the noble sign of stone and steel at the entrance to this 
place 
That says: 'Century Woods' 
Because it strikes me ironic 
That the only thing these men brought 
That will last one hundred years 
Are the trees that replaced the ones they cut down. 
And the sign they built will speak true 
Only when the houses and the sign are long gone. 
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